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The Intelligent Traveller ; 


OR; 


HUMAN NATURE DISPLAYED. 
(Continued.) 


——— 


TO the expressions of gratitude which I 
received from my unworthy relation, I made a 
» yery laconic reply , and unrelyctantly quitted a 
house which agen ily reminded me of the 






th’ o ad so suddenly sup- 
plied the place Of bofly my parents. 
- “Porthe friendly exertions of the worthy Mr. 
+ Hemmington, and the no less zealous endcay- 
eur to serve me of the honest lawyer, did Lat- 
tribute the recovery of that fortune which was 
bequeathed me by my deceased aunt ; and, de- 
sirous of proving myself grateful for the obli- 
gations conferred upon me, I implored the lat- 
ter to receive a draft upon my bancker. 
» Do you mean to insult me, or my profes- 
gion?” exclaimed Benson, as I presented him 
with thedraft. Did {I nottell you that, though 
the world believe lawyer and rogue to be sy- 
nonymous, I would prove the illiberality of the 
remark? Put that piece of paper into your 
pocket, my good fellow, and do not fancy that 
all mankind are influenced by the love of gain.” 

I was too much delighted with the independ- 
ent sentiments of my new acquaintance, to 
wound him by urging my former request; and. 
I well knew Mr. Hemmington’s fortune was 
too independent for me to venture offering any 
pecuniary return for the probity of his conduct. 
' When Benson and myself offered to take 
leave of the worthy rector, he insisted upon 
our both sleeping at the parsonage ; and, as the 
evening was far advanced, we each readily ace 
cepted the invitation, as 1 had the gratification 
of hearing Mrs. Hemmington’s health was re- 
stored. “7 

The intimacy which had subsisted between 
my aunt and the rector’s lady, insured me a 
most cordial reception ; and as, in the true sense 
of the word, she was an affectionate mother, I 
had not been seated five minutes, when she en- 











quired whether I would accompany her to the 


hursery. 

“ You cannot have forgotten your little fa- 
vourite Emma, I am certain, ” said the anxious 
mother; “and George, or rather Hercules, as 
you used to style him, this evening returned 
from a preparatory school, and on that account 
they obtained permission to sit up later than 
their usual hour.” 

Possessing a natural fondness for children,and 
being desirous of embracing those whom I had 
been accustomed to caress from the very hour 
of their birth, I readily accepted their mother’s 
livitation; but expressed astonishmentat find- 
ing the nursery removed to a part ofthe dwel- 
ling which had merely been occupied by serv- 
ants. The reason assigned was perfectly sat- 
isfactory, as the roof of the nursery required re- 
Pairing. Both George and his sister were de- 


| Sustained by the prema- 








lighted at seeing me; and it was with diffi- 
culty they were prevented from rushing out of 
their separate cribs. 

The remainder ofthe evening passed in that 
kind of interesting conversation that makes 
time appear to fly on rapid wings; and had not 
the clock, striking one, reminded us that we 
ought to place ourselves under the protection 
of Morpheus, we might have sat until Phoebus 
had mounted his chariot. 

We were conducted to our separate apart- 
ments by the worthy rector, to whom | remark- 
ed an astonishing smell of fire: “ Have you 
forgotten, my dear Sir, that we are in the neigh- 
bourhood of a brick-kiln?” said he, tapping me 
familiarly upon the back. Rendered perfectly 
easy by this remark, I found the scent become 
stronger without exciting alarm, and being ex- 
hausted by fatigue, soon fell into a slumber, or 
more properly expressing myself, into a pro- 
found sleep. From this insensibility to the dan- 
ger-by which I was surrounded, I was roused 
by the most terrific screams; and darting from 
my bed in a state of indescribable horror, I was 
prevented from opening my door by an inten- 
sity of heat: The fatal cause of that scent 
which had so powerfully struck me at the mo- 
ment I was retiring to my room, instantly flash- 
ed upon my imagination, and convinced me I 
had not a moment to lose. 

I threw up the sash—but an abyss appeared 
below me! forthe rooms were extremely lofty, 
and I slept upon the second floor. My exist- 
ence was at stake—Reflection must have prov- 
ed destruction; and with inconceivable rapidi- 
ty I threw the feather-bed upon the lawn, and 
tying the corners of my shects together, dash- 
ed a poker through the upper panes of glass; 
then tying the extreme end of one of the sheets 
to the wood-work commended myself to the 
protection of that Great Being, in whose hands 
are placed the issue of life and death ! 

The pocket-book which contained the pa- 
pers that put me into the possession of my de- 
ceased aunt’s property fortunately lay upon the 
table; and thrusting it into the pocket of my 
dressing-gown, I cautiously secured my hold, 
and sliding gently down the sheets, made a 
spring upon the feather-bed, and providential- 
ly alighted unhurt. By this time the neigh- 
bourhood was collected, forming a perfect 
throng round the blazing abode; in the midst 
of whom I distinguished the half distracted 
Mrs. Hemmington imploring those around her 
to preserve her children, and only prevented 
by the exertions of her husband, from rushing 
into the flames! 

«“ I will save them, or perish!” I exclaimed, 
seizing a ladder, which one of the neighbours 
was-placing against that part of the dwelling 
where the children had been accustomed to 
sleep ; and;throwing it across my shoulder with 
a degree of strength which at the present mo- 
ment appears almost incredible, flew with it to- 
wards the spot where I had seen them the pre 
ceding night, The window of the apartment 
was unfortunately a casement, and the im- 
mense blaze of light, instead of assisting, only 
dazzled my sight, and I dashed my hand thre’ 
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five or six panes before I was able to find the 
handle to,openit. So profound was the nurse’s 
sleep, that though I repeatedly shook her, and 
vociferated, fire! in the most elevated tone, 
had not Benson at the critical moment entered 
the window by the same means whith | had 
done, she must have fallen a victim to the de- 
vouring element ; but with a presence of mind 
beyond that which I possessed, he snatched up 
a jug of cold water, and threw it into the bed. 

Perceiving her roused by this judicious ap- 
plication, I descended the ladder with the ter- 
rified Emma in my arms, and was instantly fol+ 
lowed by the worthy Benson, who had taken 
George under his protection Fear had so 
completely stupified the nurse’s faculties, that 
though apprized of her danger, she had not 
power to assist herself; therefore committing 
my precious burden to the care of some by- 
stander, | once more ventured toascend,though 
the flames began to force their way through 
the lower windows, and rendered the impulse 
of humanity doubly dangerous! Providence, in 
mercy, however, not only spared my existences 
but permitted me tobe the humble instrument 
of rescuing that of the stupified woman; whom I 
was actually compelled to force out of the win- 
dow, and then conduct down the ladder. 

Upon descending, I met the agonized Mrs. 
Hemmington, who, with the frantic gestures 
of a maniac, exclaimed, “ Where are my dear 
babes? Oh, Almighty Father, preserve their 
existence! But, cruel monster, did you not 
tell me-you would bring them to me gafe ?” 

It was in vain that I assured this agonized 
parent, that I had fulfilled the promise I had 
made; for not knowing into whose care I had 
intrusted them, it was impossible for me to 
convince her they were alive. Inthe midst 
of this scene of horror, to which no language 
can do justice, I heard my name vociferated by 
a voice which issued from the consuming pile, 
and darting towards the spot, perceived the 
worthy rector suspended from a balcony frame; 
at a simall distance I fortunately perceived a 
couple of feather-beds, which had been rescued 
from the devouring element, and dragging one, 
had the good fortune to place it under him, at 
the very moment he was no longer able to sup- 
port his weight. 

The worthy Mr. Hemmington, it seems, 
had recollected that the title deeds of a small 
farm, belonging to a distant relation, had been 
intrusted to his care the preceding week ; and 
knowing that the possession of the estate de- 
pended upon the security of those papets, to 
preserve them that venerable man actually haz- 
arded his own life. 


“ Are my children safe?” he exclaimed, un- 
mindful of his own sensations—for I was aware 
that he must have been dreadfully shook by the 
fall—I assured him they were so; his gratitude 
to their Great Preserver was expressed in the 
most affecting, and most pious terms; and to 
me, who had been the humble instrument of 
their preservation, his acknowledgments were 
unbounded. 

At that moment I was accosted by the hon- 
cst farmer to whose care I had committed 
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Emma and her brother, who gave me the 
pleasing intelligence that their mother was 
with them; and finding that all further at- 
tempts to preserve any other article of furniture 
would be impracticable, I implored Mr. Hem- 
mington to lean upon. mine and the farmer’s 
-arm, whose house was situated at the other 
end of the church-yard—the attached wile, as 


- we entered, uttered a shriek of extacy, and 


throwing herself into her fond husband’s arms, 
ex(laimed, * Blessed be God! my treasures 
of this world are all spared me, and every other 
loss I can patiently support!” “ Let us pour 
forth our hearts in praise to that Aimighty 
Being, who has so miraculously preserved our 
existence,” said the pious Mr. Hemmington, 
at the same time dropping upon his knees, and 
offering up a short ejaculation, in language 
more beautifully affecting than I can describe. 
By an impulse that seemed spontaneous, we 


- all followed his example; even the farmer and 


his wife united in prayer and praise; and I 

doubt not but this tribute of grateful adoration 

ascended like incense to the Throne of Grace, 
(‘To be continued). 


EF er Re I 
CAVE OF FANCY. 


[From the Beauties of Mary W ooLLsTENCRAPT. | 


IN a sequestered valley, surrounded by 
rocky mountains that intercepted many of the 
passing clouds, though sun-beams variegated 
their ample sides, lived a Sage, to whom nature 
had unlocked her most hidden secrets. His 
hellow eyes, sunk in their orbits, retired from 
the view of vulgar objects, and turned inwards 
overleaped the boundary prescribed to human 
-knowledge. Intense thinking, during four- 

_ score and ten years, had whitened the scattered 
locks of his head; which, like the summit of 
the distant mountain, appeared to be bound by 
an eternal frost. 

On the . .ndy waste, behind the mountains, 
the track of ferocious beasts might be traced ; 
and sometimes the mangled limbs which they 
left, attracted a hovering flight of birds ofprey. 
An extensive wood the Sage had forced to rear 
its head in a soil by no means congenial, the 
firm trunks of the trees seem to frown with de- 

fiance on time. though the spoils of innume- 
rable summers covered the roots which re- 

‘sembled fangs ; so closely did they cling to 
the unfriendly sand, where serpents hissed, and 
snakes rolling out their vast folds, inhaled the 
noxious vapours. The ravens and owls who 
inhabited the solitude gave also a thicker 
gloom to the everlasting twilight, and the 

_eroaking of the former, a monotony in uni- 
son with the gloom; whilst lions and tygers 
shunning ‘even this faint semblance of day, 

‘sought the dark cavern, and at night when they 
shook off sleep, their roaring would make the 
whole valley resound, confounded with the 

‘screechings of the bird of night. 

_ One mountain rose sublime towering above 
all, on the craggy sides of which a few sea 

weeds grew, washed by the ocean that with 
tumultuous roar rushed to assault, and even to 
undermine the huge barrier that stopped its 
progress; and e?erand anon a ponderous mass 
loosened from the cliff to which it scarcely 
seemed to adhere, always threatening to fall, 
fell into the flogd, rebounding asit fell, and the 

‘sound was re-eChoed from rock to rock. Look 

where you would, all was without form, as if 
nature suddenly stopping her hand had left 
ghaos a retreat. 

* Closed to the most remote side of it was th 
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Sage’s abode. It was arude hut, formed of 
stumps of trees and matted twigs to secure him 
from the inclemency of the weather; only 
through apertures crossed with rushes the 
wind entered with wild murmurs modulated by 
these obstructions. A clear spring broke out 
of the middle of the adjacent rock which, 
dropping slowly into a cavity it had hollowed, 
soon overflowed, and then ran struggling to 
free itself from the cumbrous fragments till 
it become a deep silent stream ; it escaped 
through reeds and roots of trees, whose blasted 
tops overhung and darkened the current. 

One side of the hut was supported by the 
rock, and at midnight, when the Sage struck 
the inclosed part, it yawned wide, and admitted 
him into a cavern in the very bowels of the 
earth, where human foot never before had trod ; 
and the. various spirits which inhabit the dif- 
ferent regions of nature were here obedient to 
his potent word. The cavern had been formed 
by the great inundation of waters when the ap- 
proach of a comet forced them from their 
source; then, when the fountains of the great 
deep were broken tp, a stream rushed out of 
the centre of the eitth where the’ spirits who 
had lived on it are confined, to purify them- 
selves from the dross contracted in their first 
stage of existence ; and it flowed in black waves 
for ever bubbling along the cave, the extent of 
which had never been explored. From the 
sides and top water distilled, and petrifying as 
it feil, took fantastic shapes that soon divided 
it into apartments, if so they might be called. 
In the foam a wearied spirit would sometimes 
arise to catch the most distant glimpse of light, 
or to taste the vagrant breeze which the yawn- 
ing of the rock admitted, when Sagestus, for 
that was the name of the sage, entered. Some 
who were refined and almost cleared from 
vicious spots, he would allow to leave fora 
limited time their dark prison house ; and fiy- 
ing on the winds across the bleak northern 
ocean, or rising in an exhalation till they 
reached a sun-beam, they thus revisited the 
haunts of men. These were the guardian an- 
gels who in soft whispers restrain the vicious, 
and animate the wavering wretch who stands 
suspended between virtue and yice. 


a 
OPINION. 


The following curious opinion of VIEYRA, an Italian, 
on the future state of women, may be amusing, if 
not interesting to our fair readers : 


MATTHEW, Chap. xxv. 53. 


“ He shall set the sheep on his right hand, but the 
goats on his left.” 


BECAUSE the Latin text says oves, instead 
of arietes, Vieyra takes it for granted, that ewes 
are meant, not rams; and explains it by af- 


firming, that more women than men are to be | 


saved : this he proves, not only by the text in 
question, but also by the parable of the wise 
and foolish virgins, in which as many entered 
as were excluded; whereas, when men are 


spoken of as bidden to the marriage feast, it is 


written, “* that many are called, but few are 
chosen.” In addition to these authorities, he 

uotes S. Teresa, who affirms, both from her 
own knowledge, and that of the blessed Father 
Pedro de*Alcantara, that the Lord imparts his 
favors to many more women than men; thus, 
he adds, we see in the lives of the saints that 
females are much more the darlings of God, 
and much more regarded by him ; and the rea- 


son may be, because the holiest of all pure — 


creatures was a woman, 








But besides this, he says, there are mg 
other strong reasons among Christians. W, 
men usually die with all the sacraments, whic 
does not happen tomen, of whom so ma 
thousands finish without confession ; in wo 
in shipwreck, in quarrels, in duels, &e 
Women are less in the way of damnation th, 
men, for they are neither judges nor advocate 
nor presidents, nor ministers of kings; neith, 
are they bishops or priests: property, in 
ordinary course of things, seldom pass th 
their hands ; finally, they are so free of occasig 
to offend God, that they who go to hell dese 
double fiunishment there. ‘That devout ge 
will acquit him of all flattery when they heg 
the conclusion of his argument. More fre, 
quently than men, he says, they may be saye; 
by reason of their invinciple ignorance; whe 
they have less understanding they have | 
malice ; and being weaker vessels, they me 
divine mercy the more to compassion. 

Tirarite le Blanco has also some curious re, 
sons, theological and physical, why women ay 
better than men ; because, says this Strangest 
of all the knights of romance, Christ after j 
resurrection appeared to Mary Magdalen be 
fore he appeared to the apostles, because Gof 
made man of clay, but woman of man’s rib 
and because, if a woman washes her han¢ 
thrice successively, the second water remaij 
unsoiled ; whereas, let a man wash in fif 
waters, the last will always be sutlied ; proof qf! 
his impure origin, his flesh being of the easth 
earthy, hers, as it were, of doubled refiped 
materials. 








(Communicated. ) 


THE LOVER’S GRAVE. 


My morning’s meditation in a beautiful gro 
was interrupted by the sight of a lovely 
maiden sitting in a pensive mood onthe gree 
sod. Her head was leaning on her hand, whik 
the briny drops trickled down her pallid cheek 
Thy griefs appear heavy, said I. She look 
upon me without emotion, and spoke not; 
word, ‘The fixed agony portrayed in hee face 
interested me. I sat down by her side. She 
sullremained mute. A little dog, as it wer 
to relieve it’s mistress’s sadness, by amusing 
me, strove to divert my attention by number 
less playful tricks. 

Tellme the cause of your grief: I will no 
add to it, trust me, fair one, said I, the lit 
dog at the same time licking my hand. 

Sophia turned her eyes upon the dog, and 
they streamed afresh. Alas sir, said the maid, 
observing astonishment in my looks, that little 
animal belopged to my beloved William: ! 
loved it because it was his favorite. One fatil 
day William.insisted on accompanying me to 
the mill, for, he could scarce bear me out df 
his sight. We were walking on the banks @ 
the river, and while the dog was diverting us 
itfellin. The stream vas bearing it away: 
I screamed, and ere I could recover my 
William plunged after his favorite animal—l 
saw him with it in vain attempting to regail 
the shore. They were swept by the great t 
pidity of the current to the mill, and the wheel 
was my dear Williain’s executioner.——The 
dog escaped—its size and lightness saved it 
I could not chide it, for it licked its dead ma* 
ter and made most piteous howlings, Thi 
Sir, is his grave !!! 

Ere Sophia had finished her melancholy 


. story I felt the tear steal from my eye. She sa" 


it, and with her handkerchief wiped it awéy' 
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he attends me, and will often drop tear for tear 
with me. I sometimes think the memory of 
its master interrupts his sports; but custom 
having familiarized its temper to mine, it 
mourns in unison with me. I often assume 
a cheerful face in pity to it. 

But do you never seek to diyert this me- 
jancholy ? satd. 1.— Sometimes I walk upon the 
bank, from whence | lost my love, and some- 
times I visit the cottage where he lhived.— 
The villagers know my fix’d grief and indulge 
it: but if 1 stay away long from this dear place 
Witttam’s Grave will want it’s offering, and 
J must not omit the dues I’ve vowed daily to 
pay it, ull heaven makes it my own. 











oe 


US Fe; 

NEN are LOCAL ATTACHMENT. 

hy a IT is comfortable, says Dr. Franklin in one 
Jen bei OF Dis letters to Mr. Whatley, to have a good 
se Coe Opinion of one’s self, and every thing about 
5 ribs US) £0 think one’s own religion, king and wife 
* hand te best of all possible wives, kings and reli- 
emai $008. I remember three Greenlanders, who 
in fh had travelled two years in Europe, under the 
roofs c2te of some Moravian missionaries, and had 


ca visited Germany, Denmark, Holland and Eng- 
refine land. When I asked them at Philadelphia 
i (when they were on their way home) whether, 

| now they had seen how much more commo.- 

=m diously the white people lived by the help of 

the arts, they would not choose to remain 
amongst us—thcir answer was, that they were 
pleased with having an opportunity of seeing 
60 many fine things, but they chose to live in 
their own country ; which country by the way 
consisted only of rocks, for the Moravians were 
obliged to carry earth in their ship from New- 
York, for the purpose of making a cabbage 


garden. 





ANECDOTE. 


A LADY. having sent a very costly silk 
gown to be dyed, the dyer very politely carried 
ithome himself, that he might be certain of its 
ill not #H being conveyed with care. It so happened 
> litle #H that the lady’s husband opened the door to him, 

and being a very proud man, vexed at having 
‘Gondescended to open the door toa dow trades- 
maid, MH ™2n, asked very angrily what he had in his 





little hand, and whom it was for? “Sir,” replied the 
im: 1. Man, “ it is a parcel for the lady of the house.” 
e fal ME“ What for my wife?” answered the gentle- 


metomm Man, “what can you have for my wife ?” 


ut of “Sir, rejoined the man, trembling, “ Z dye 
nks of Me Jor your wife.” « My wife!” “ Yes, Sir, I dye 
ng us for your wife and her two sisters.” « You im- 
away. fm PUdent dog,” excleimed the gentleman, ina 
nysell MH Violent passion, “do you dare to tell me so to 
al—I # .™y face. Come, some of you, (calling his 
egail Servants) and kick this presumptuous and igno- 
at rae rant blockhead ott of the house.” They were 
vheel Proceeding to put his commands in execution, 
~The @ . When the lady luckily ~ame down stairs, (bear- 
ed it. ing a noise) and not only rescued her gown 
mas from the damage it might have sustained in 


This the scuffle, but also the poor man, who for 
Many years had actually dyed for her whole 
choly Family, 


ey a 
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WEEKLY RETROSPECT. 





ON Friday arrived at this port the letter-of-mardue 
schooner Grampus in 28 days from Bayonne, with 
brandy and silk goods. 

By this arrival Paris papers to the 21st and London 
dates to the 13th of Aug. have been received. Little 
or nothing about the continental armistice was known 
in Europe, when the vessel left Bayonne, only that it 
still continued unbroken : and that Bonaparte was re- 
ceiving immense reinforcements, to be ready to prose- 
cute the war with vigour should hostilities be deter- 
mined on. That no intelligence had reached Bayonne, 
of Great Britain having appointed ministers to attend 
the General Congress ; neither is any thing brought 
by the above vessel about our ministers to the court 
of Russia. ; 

A letter from Lisbon says, “ That on the 25th of Ju- 
ly, Lord Wellington attacked St. Sebastians by storm, 
and was repulsed with considerable loss, and on the 
28th, he had a severe engagement with the French ar- 
my under Soult.—The French were beaten off the field 
and left between 5 and 6000 dead. The siege of St Se- 
bastians continues, and it is expected to have fallen be- 
fore this day. The blockade of Pampeluna was con- 
tinued. It is expected it will be starved into a surren- 
der.” 

Another letter, from Bayonne, received in this city, 
dated August 12, speaking of the above battle, says, 
“ the force of the allied army under Lord Wellington 
was 150,000 men; that of the French army, under 
Soult, was about 70,000. This action proved very fatal 
to the French, as theie loss isestimated at 15,000 men. 
The battle was fought at the foot of the Pyrennees, 
and was visible from this tewn, and both Armies have 
encamped in this neighbourhood. The quiet state 
which they appear to in at this moment, and the 
superior positions which the French occupy, is a good 
evidence, that Lord Wellington declines a further con- 
test. But should the French Army be driven within 
the walls of Bayonne, they will be able to stand avery 
long siege 

** St Sebastians has been closely besieged for twelve 
days, and the constant report of cannon from that quar- 
ter, proves that it has not fallen.” 

The London papers observe, that the American pri- 
vateers continue to infest the coast of the Hebrides ; 
arid, under date of August the 10th, it is said, that on 
Saturday, the Admiralty received news that the U. S. 
frigate President, commodore Rogers, had taken the 
Cruizer brig of 18 guns, off Shetland Island : her con- 
sort, the Oberon, escaping. It is feared (they say) 
that this frigate has done considerable mischief among 
the vessels engaged in the Greenland fishery. 

About the ist of Aug. a convoy of 100 sail, escorted 
by the Albion, 74, two frigates and a sloop of war, 
sailed from Falmouth for British America, having on 
board detachments of troops for filling up their differ. 
ent regiments in North America, and Officers for the 
Canadian militia. 

Gen. Barclay de Tolly, is appointed commander in 
chief of the Russian and allied armies. 


A treaty of alliance has been concluded between the 
Dey of Algiers and Portugal. 


It would appear that the authorities in France had 
canonized Bonaparte a saint, as a Paris paper under 
date of August 15, says, “ This day the anniversary of 
St. Napolean was celebrated, &e.’ 

Information has been received at Nantucket, of the 
capture, by an English frigate, of the American ships 
Renown, Barnard, Walker, and West, from the coast 
of Chili bound to Nantucket laden with oil. They 
were taken round Cape Horn. 


Accounts from the Creek nation say, that the hostile 
indians have succeeded in killing or driving from their 
land every chief in the American interest, and are now 
plundering and killing the frontier inhabitants. 

It is also said that the Indians about Fort George 
and Malden had left these places, to carry on their 
murderous warfare against the inhabitants on the Mis- 


sissipprt. 
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The only comfort I have (continued she 7" CAPTURE OF THE BRITIH FLEET GN 
is now in this little dog. Tie live-long rit WI ee Kl Qs sews LAKE ERIE. 


. Yesterday this highly pleasing news was receivedia 
this city, from Washington, under date of Sept. 22, in 
a copy ofa letter from Com. Perry to the Secretary of 
the Navy, as follows : ) 


U. S. brig Niagara, off the Western Siste?, Head 
of Lake Erie, Sept. 10, 1813, 4, P. M. 
Sir, 


It has pleased the Almighty to give to the arms of 
the U. Sa signal Victory over their enemies bn this 
Lake. The British Squadron, rages ae of two Siips 
two brigs, one schooner, and one sloop, have this mo- 
ment surrendered to the force under my command, after 
a sharp conflict. ; 

Ihave the honour to be, Sir, very respectfully, your 


obedient servant 
O. H. PERKY. 
The Hon. Wm. Jones, 2 
Secretary of the Navy. 


The action on Lake Ontario mentioned last week, 
appears was only a partial one,or running fight between 
the Pike and Gen. Wolfe, and that the British fleet took 
shelter in Amherst Bay, a few miles to the west of 
Kingston. Since which it is said Commodore Chaun- 
cey, has arrived at Sacketts Harbour, and Com. Ye, 
at Kingston. The Steam Boat of yesterday brings 
accounts from Albany, that commodore Chauncey had 
again sailed on a cruise from Sackett’s Harbour ; and 
it is said that gen. Wade Hampton had crossed the 
Canada line from Cumberland Head,(Lake Champlain) 
with an army of Five thousand men. 


| =, | 
Riuptial. 


MARRIED, 


At Bloomingdale, by the rev. Mr. Spring, Mr. Thad- 
deus Sherman, to Miss Eliza Taylor, daughter of John 
Taylor, esq, of this city. 


Osituary. 


DIED, my 


In the 44th year of her age, Mrs. Nancy Kendrick 
wife of Mr. Walter Kendrick. 

Mr. Erasmus Philips, aged 34. 

In the 17th year of her age, Miss Hannah Frost. 

At Red-Hook, Mrs. Harriet Van Ness, wife of Jacob 
Van Ness, esq. 4 

At Hell-Gate, Mrs. Mary Gautro, wife of Haritse 
Gautro. ; 

On the 18th inst. ofa lingering illness, universally 
regretted, Mr. Manuel Villabeiras, aged 35 years, a 
native of the Principality of Austria in Spain. 

In the 65th of his age, Mr. Dominique Marchuee, of 
the island of St. Lucie. 








—— Ee 








On the morning of the 12th imst. in the county of 
Frederick, Edmund Randolph, esq. after an indisposi- 
tion of a few days: The world is acquainted with the 
political life of this gentleman, and the elevated offices 
which he has sustained. His history is blended with 
that of his country. In private life he displayed all 
those domestic charities which distinguish the man of 
sensibility. (Virginia Enquirer.} 


Inthe French army with Bonaparte, the famous 
General Berthier, in the 60th year of his age. 





The city inspector report the deaths ef 58 persons 
during the week ending the 18th instant. 





THE MUSEUM; 


Is published every Saturday, at two dollars per annum 
of for fifty-two numbers, by JAMES ORAM,No 








70 John-street, corner of Gold-st. New-York. City 
subscribers to pay one haf, and country subscribers | 
the whole, in advance ; and it is a positive condition 


that all letters and commmications come frec.ef 
posters $3 
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SSeat of the Qinses- 


PevcedBerscccccgeces ecedecegeseoeesareceessocceaseses® 


LINES. 


WHEN artless Sweetness spreads her wiles, 
“ Why is the breast so cold and chill ? 
We hear her voice, we see her smiles, 
And wonder that her heart is still. 


. How can the soul that once has known 
The power of Beauty, sigh again ? 
Where Innocence has rais’d her throne; 
How can another object reign ? 


Cold Apathy the breast becalms, 
Or if the fires of feeling rise, 

They burn for recollected charms, 
That never fade from Fancy’s eyes. 


[Connecticut Gaz.) 


REFLECTIONS, 
On secing a Bird fall dead on the Ground. 


POOR little feather’d one! how still thou liest, 
Who erst with soaring pinnions gaily cleav’st 
The patbless air! ah, what a solemn change 
Hath one short minute wrought ! thy velvet plumes, 
That oft have wanton’d in the mollient breeze 

Of undulating zephyr, now have lost 

Their beauteous gloss, and wear a death-like hue, 
No more shalt thou with lively carol hail 

The lord of day, when, crown’d with fluid gold, 
The orient he ascends, nor charm the ear 

Of heav’n-born meditation, when at eve 

She seeks the woodlands, and delights to trace 


. Fair nature’s works. --Poor bird! thy short-liv’d days 


Are gone, and such the end of all that live 

And move on this terrestrial globe. | 

~——Here let me moralize—for “ well it is 

“ That tho’ts like these should wean us from the world.’ 
O hither come! thou mortal, whose sole cares 

Are centred here below, O hither come, 

And view a picture of thy future fate ; 

Zimilitude, how awful ! yet how just ! 

Ah, see’st thou not its little breathless limbs 


~ By the last pang distorted ?—So shall thine be, 


Ere thou shalt enter the cold realms of death, 
(Eternity’s dread passport. )—See’st thou not, 

How soon its body will beceme a prey 

To foul corruption? So, alas! shall thine, 

So shall thy beauty moulder in the dust. 

Learn hence to curb each proud, each earth-born tho’t ; 
Spurn not this humble lesson ; raise thy views 

To that Just Being, whose omnific power, 

Nor tongue can tell, nor fancy e’er conceive, 


meet 2 
LINES 


Written after an agreeable Conversation with 
a young Lady. 


SWEET is the melting softness of the flute, 

And sweet the warb’lings feather’d songsters make ; 
But neither birds, nor flagellet, nor lute, 

Can please me when I hear Serena speak. 


Her voice melodious falls upon the ear, 

The heart, responsive, owns its influence too » 
Ah ! ’tis the unison that makes it dear, 

And he who feels it, Anowe it to be true. 


Such soft sensations only teuch the heart 
Attun’d to follow nature’s gentlest laws ; 

And while a pensive pleasure they impart, 
The half-concealed sigh explains the cause, 


——E 4) ae 
SONG. 


WHEN friendship and social good-humour combine, 
And the charms of the bottle improve ; 

When wit and gay mirth seem to sparkle in wine, 
The glass of young Bacchus 1 love. 


When beauty you toast, fill my glass to the brim, 
The bumper I'll never refuse ; 

And may all the frowns of the fair fall to him, 
Who dares te attempt an excuses 

















When Apollo and Venus round Bacchus’s chair, 
New mirth to the banquet impart ; 

When such is the union, what joy to be there ! 
What a pity we ever should part! 


But when from the tavern with riot and noise, 
Reels forth the wild staggering crew ; 

When crazy confusion alone forme their joys, 
To the sons of the bottle adieu. 


No joy from insensible drunkenness flows, 
And he who expects it’s an ass ; 

Tis thought must the basis of pleasure cOMPos¢y 
And wio looks for thought in his glass ; 


SONNET 
TO THE HEART, 


SAY, trembling tenant of this pensive breast, 
What lurking sorrow thus thy peace destroys ; 
Why melancholly sadness o’er thy joys 
Thus broods, and cruel robs thee of thy rest ? 


Does some fair maid, for whom the heavy sigh, 
In tone convulsive echoes round thy scat ; 


. Does she, alas! the fond return deny, 


Thy love demands, and love like thine should meet ? 


Hush’d be thy tumults wild—soon the cold grave 
Shall o’er thy sorrows draw its icy veil ; 
And when all other means of comfort fail 

Thy throbbing gricf-wreck’d tenement to save, 
The tomé shall by thy refuge—there thy woes 
Will find, in death’s cold arms, at last repose. 


Ce ene 


QBisraveey. 











UNCERTAINTY OF LIFE, 





“ Our Fathers, where are they ?” 


HOW many solemn ideas, affectionate and 
profound, do the silent tombs yield to the mind 
which contemplates them with gravity, and 
consults them with seriousness. When we 
reflect that it is the house prepared for all the 
living ; when we consider that numbers, youn- 
ger than oursclyes, now moulder in the dust, 
that some of our own families, our nearest and 
dearest connections, have made their exit from 
this vale of tears and bring to mind the incer- 
titude of earthly enjoyments, that we know not 
what a day or an hour will bring forth, what 
awful impressions crowd ip upon our minds ; 
awful, because they are hostile to our wishes, 
and corrode our guilty consciences ; awful, be- 
cause we are unprepared to meet at the tribu- 
nal of heayen ; awful because we see our folly, 
in neglecting to improve our privileges until 
the setting sun of life. 

“ Our Fathers, whereare they ?”—We have 
followed them to the grave, we have committed 
them to the earth; they have taken their pas- 
sage to eternity, and the places which once 
know them, will know them no more forever. 
Where are the living? Going down. the rapid 
tide of time, and, according to the invariable 
laws of nature, they must soon sleep in the dust. 
Do not these considerations suggest a necessity 
of preparation? Can any harm accrue from 
having our lamps trimmed and burning, ready 
for our departure hence? If not, let us establish 
our principles and conduct by the rules of chris- 
tianity: let the criterion of our actions be in 
consonance with the oracles of truth, which re- 
quire us to renounce all ungodliness and cu- 
pidity, and to live righteously and soberly, to 
do justice, to love mercy, and to walk humbly 


in the world. 


Let him who yaunteth in hfs youth, his 
strength, activity and prospect of long life, go 
te the silent combs and Jearn, that the megster 











Sa, 


death is ambitious and insatiate, and discr 
nates not between young and old, but se} 
his victims from every age, from every 
and condition of life. 


DBnesdore. 


THE MISTAKE. 








One who formerly was in good cir 
stances, but had squandered away his eg 
and had left himself no more necessaries { 
a sorry bed, a little table, a few broken chg 
and such other lumber, seeing a gang of thi 
endeavouring to break into his house one nig 
he bawled out to them, “ Are you not a py 
of fools, to think to find any thing here in, 
dark, where I can find nothing by day-light 


C etemtiial 


& MERRY LIFE. 


An impudent ridiculous fellow being laugh 
at by all that came into his company, told 
of his acquaintance, that he had the ha 
quality of laughing at all those who laus 
at him. Then,” said one of them, “y 
lead the merriest life of any man in the 





Ben Johnson being one night in the De 
tavern, there was a country gentleman in 
company, who interrupted all their discou 
witb an account of his lands and tenements 
at last, Ben, unable to bear with it any longe 
said, * What signifies your dirt and your cle 
to us, where you have one acre of land I } 
ten acres of wit.” “ Have you so?” repl 
the countryman, good Mr, Wiseacre ?” 
unexpected repartee from the clown stru¢ 
Ben mute for some time. “ Why, how x 
Ben,” says one of the company, “ you seem 
be quite stung?” “ Why, Inever was so prick 
by a hob-nail before,” replied he. 








The feast of reason which from re av1NG springs, 


To reas’ning man the highest solace brings. 
*Tis Books a lasting pleasure ean supply, 
Charm while we live and teach us how to die. 
Seek here ye young the anchor of your mind, 
Here suffering age a bless’d provision finds. 


New-York Circulating Library, 








No. 124 Broadway, opposite the City-Hotd, 


THIS extensive and valuable undertaking has ng 
been established for several years ;—its character li 
gradually risen during that period, and it has no 


come the resort of the fashionable and reading part a 
society. Here the complaint which is sometimes mat 


against Circulating Libraries, as being filled with ne 
els, and other light reading, to the exclusion of mot 


valuable books, is completely obviated; as a lag 
part of this collection consists of those more sounl 
and valuable works which public opinion has stamped 
with celebrity in the various departments of literatut 
such as History, Biography, Voyages and Travels, At 
and Sciences, Divinity, Miscellanies, Poetry, Plajh. 
Painting, and the Fine Arts, Ornithology, Educatiol 


Medicine, Military Tactics, Magazines and re 


setts and files of all the principal English and Amet 
can Periodical Publications and Newspapers, &c, & 
All new Romances and Novels are /idera/ly supplied 


soon as published, which is very satisfactory to 
scribers, who wish to read them while new. 
In short every cxertion has been made to 


GOODRICH & CO’s. Literary Repository, an agree 
ble place of resort to the ladies and gentlemen of this 
city. Subscriptions to the Library are received for ® 
year, half-year, quarter, or month, payable in advancé 


The terms of Subscription may be known, and 
logues procured at the Library, where constant 4 
ance is given at all hours from sunrise till 9 o’cl 


the evening ; with the customary exceptions ef 5a 


devs, and ili peblc days. 
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